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Introduction 


My hometown will be celebrating its Centennial in September. I wish I could be 
there with you folks in San Bruno for any festivities you might be planning. I am writing 
these memories to honor my parents and all the “old-timers” who made the incorporation of 
our town a reality one hundred years ago. 


If you have seen the photos from the 1914 
incorporation - with a proud, young man mounted 
on his horse, and his “queen” wearing the royal 
robes, they are my parents - Harry and Edith 
(Schmidt) Cook. This big event was the beginning 
of a long romance, and they were married the 
following September 5, 1915! There had been a 
local contest to choose the reigning couple for the 
big day and how honored they were! 




Let me introduce myself: Bernice Cook Roberts, bom in 1922, to Harry and Edith 
Cook. My brother, Charles, who was born in 1916, died 2 years ago at the age of 97. He 
and I talked frequently of the coming Centennial celebration, as through the years our 
parents or we attended the 25 th (at old Uncle Tom’s Cabin), the 50 th , and 75 th anniversaries. 
The latter brought out many old friends, some from the early residents we knew from 
childhood. 



Their marriage of 63 years also established their residence at 
three different locations in San Bmno until the time of their death. 
My father lived until 90, and my mother died at 97, having been 
widowed for 13 years. Throughout their long life they saw the 
building of Edgemont School, the paving of old El Camino Real, 
the land subdivided with streets, sidewalks and lighting, the 
beginning of San Francisco Airport with a one-hangar building 
and its one windsock, the construction of the Bayshore Highway, 
the Skyline Boulevard and later Highway 280. Harry and Edith 
Cook saw two World’s Fairs - 1915 and 1939, experienced the 
effects in San Bmno of two World Wars, and countless other innovations that changed the 
little town - like the Posey Parade! 





















The Cook and Schmidt Families 


Harry Cook came to San Bruno around 1908, 
following the 1906 San Francisco earthquake and 
fire. He bought a piece of property and had a house 
built for his mother, one sister, and himself. The 
railroad and street car line from San Francisco 
provided commuting to his work, photo-engraving, 
which was his life-long profession. 


The Schmidt family (Henry and Annie with five children (Edith, 
Henry, Frank, Marguerite, and Adolf) also left San Francisco in 
1907 and opened a market on San Bruno’s main street (537 San 
Mateo Ave.) with living quarters attached. Muddy streets and 
open drainage ditches were common before pipelines and street 
work were completed. 


This large family welcomed the building of old Edgemont School on Elm Avenue. My 
mother, the eldest child, remembered passing Dad’s house and chatting with his sister on 
the way to school. She was also aware of the fine, young brother, Harry, living in the 
community, which would eventually be incorporated in 1914. Dad also had the good 
reputation of paying his weekly bill at Schmidt’s market. 































The Three Cook Residences in San Bruno 


These residences are emphasized so that the present owners will have some 
information about the original families who lived in these homes. 


510 Elm Avenue 

The courtship of Harry and Edith 
resulted in their marriage a year after San 
Bruno’s big celebration. After their 
wedding on September 5, 1915, 
honeymooning in Monte Rio, they 
returned to Harry’s small home, which 
was still occupied by his mother and 
sister. This presented an awkward 
situation for the young bride and the 
mother-in-law, as well. However, my mother considered it her house, too. She was an 
excellent cook and housekeeper who wanted to please her husband and show him 
appreciation for all his abilities and responsibilities. Besides, a new member of the family 
would be due later in the year with the birth of Charles on July 6, 1916. He was delivered 
at home with some complications because of his size, weighing in at 13 lbs. 9 oz.! A record 
held in San Mateo County for many years. He was a happy child, growing up in the 
backyard where Dad had planted many shade trees. Spending time at his Grandmother 
Schmidt’s large house, and eventually going across the street to Edgemont School, relieved 
the crowdedness at home. He slept on a large oak daybed in the living room most of his 
childhood. 

Next door the Schmidieke family lived with three children, Ruth, Bill, and Rose. All 
attended Edgemont School and attended Burlingame High School. Their mom became a 
life-long friend of my mother. What good times they shared. Rose became Mrs. Russell 
Cunningham, marrying San Bruno’s chief of police for many years. She is presently living 
in the Pebble Beach area, still caring for a large, lovely home (we are in touch from time to 
time). 



There was always the large playground at the school where on weekends, kids 
gathered to play baseball. Boy scouting began during these years, led by Glenn Baker who 
devoted much of his time to Troup #72. My brother was grateful for his early scouting 
experiences. There was a memorial donation from his will to this group. 













Small shops and business places on the main street started to fill up the empty lots. 
For recreation in town, there were card parties, dances, fraternal organizations, gatherings at 
Green’s Hall and the ND Hall. Later the El Camino Theater was built opposite the 
intersection of San Mateo Ave and the El Camino Real. 

I was bom in 1922 at the San Mateo Hospital and 
occupied an old family crib for several years. My 
father’s mother, Nana, gave me lots of attention, and she 
was still able to be with old friends and visitors around 
town. Mrs. Dixon, her husband Matt, and their girls 
lived in the huge house on the comer of Jenevein and 
Elm Ave. They were neighbors for many years. 

I also crossed the street to play with the 
children in the new kindergarten - primary building that 
was built around 1927. The population in San Bmno 
was growing. Two-story houses with garages below 
were popular. In the new subdivisions they were built 
in rows with older homes in between. Driving now in 
that area - up Jenevein Ave. and the crossing streets, 
one can see so many styles of the old and new. 

It was at this time that my parents made plans to move. They wanted a two- 
story house across town that would provide room for the cars, three bedrooms, a dining 
room, living room, and a large yard - all the conveniences that were dreamed of while living 
in the small Elm Ave. house. Another feature would be all new furniture. What excitement 
for my mother, especially! 




A young couple bought the Elm Ave. 
house and built another living stmcture at the 
rear of the lot. At about this time the city 
filled in some deep creeks that flowed down 
the close hills to the bay. One was right next 
to the property line - a dangerous place for 
children. Often driving by the house through 
the years, it has been a pleasure to see the 
buildings looking good and strong. I wonder 
who the people were that exchanged so many 
ownerships there. 

















Ill Linden Avenue 


Since it was a sure thing that we were going 
to have a new, larger home, practically every 
weekend we would drive across town to watch the 
progress taking place. Dad was in touch with the 
builder, Delmar Meade, about changes and 
details. The large garage had a laundry area for a 
new Maytag washing machine and deep sinks. A 
huge furnace for burning wood and coal was 
behind the indoor stairway that went up to the kitchen. There was space for garden tools, a 
workshop table. Eventually, my brother had a dark room for developing film, a workout 
area with weights and a punching bag. A discarded old piano from St. John’s Church, on 
San Anselmo Ave., was placed there for me. Upstairs were a new kitchen and a porch- 
bedroom for my brother and me to share. It wasn’t until my dear Nana would go to a home 
for the aged that I inherited her room to claim my own. 

When the old Marmon was filled with the last things to be moved from Elm Ave., we 
all felt some sadness. So many old familiar articles were left behind, and our dog, “Ata- 
Boy” put up a big fuss. My mother had to carry that large animal to the car! This move 
occurred around 1928. My Dad’s business was prospering. The new house stood out for 
passers-by to observe the beautiful climbing roses growing on the south side of the yard. 
They could be seen from El Camino Real, one block east. The next cross street, Santa 
Lucia Ave., was the border between Lomita Park and San Bruno. Many lots in this area 
were still empty. 

Our backyard fence was shared with the Beckner 
property. Their huge lot faced west on Poplar Ave. The 
Beckner house was the home of “Happy Beckner”. 

Everyone knew Happy, a popular fireman and civic leader. 

He and his sister, Gladys, and parents lived there many years. 

The new neighborhood became a great and safe place 
for my brother and me to play. I enjoyed riding bicycles, 
playing “Kick the Can,” and strolling down the sidewalk 
with my doll and baby buggy. 




















A big happening that affected everyone was the “Crash of 1929”, causing economic 
depression conditions for years. We were fortunate that with my folks’ handling of the 
income we did not lose the new home. There was no extravagance in entertainment, 
clothing, or eating. My mother knew how to use the cheaper cuts of meat; I learned to sew 
my own clothes. We earned by doing jobs like baby-sitting and caddying at the new golf 
course (Capucino) nearby. 




Girl scouting was a great interest for my friends and me. Grace Baker started the 
organization in the auditorium of Edgemont School, inviting all girls from the town. This 
was a great opportunity to bring us together, as there seemed to be a division - perhaps, 
because the other school, North Brae, was built down near the railroad station. Another 
new attraction was the first library built downtown - on Jenevein Ave. between El Camino 
and San Mateo Ave. Decima Allen was the librarian. 


Then two tennis courts were built next 
to the library in 1936. People of all ages 
were interested in this sport. Soon a tennis 
shop appeared in town. The large, open 
park behind Uncle Tom’s Cabin had a 
baseball diamond with bleachers at one time. 
San Bruno had good teams in the olden 
days. That area has been altered with 
businesses (Lucky, etc.) along the highway, 
and homes were built close by. 

When I graduated from Burlingame High School in December 1938,1 was planning 
to attend San Francisco State College, then located on one city block on Haight and 
Buchanan Streets. Now the huge state university is in the Lake Merced area with thousands 
of students. In order to finance my schooling, my dad and mother decided to build rooms 
and a bathroom in that wonderful garage. Remember, these were still depression years, and 






























signs of war were approaching. San Bruno had small factories (like Eitel-McCullough) 
producing radio tubes and electrical materials. Many young folks were seeking jobs. Also, 
the airport was expanding. 

Dad felt that war workers could rent the rooms and by doing so would increase the 
monthly income. With my mother’s approval, this was a suitable agreement. The next few 
years of renting to boarders were a big responsibility for my folks. I have always been 
grateful that their efforts provided for my education. 

Often through the years, we have driven by the Linden Ave. house, now on a 
crowded street. Some of the decorative features have been removed. I hope the present 
owners have enjoyed living in this part of town. 

135 Georgia Avenue 

As soon as I was hired to teach at a rural school in 
Shasta County (1943), having graduated with an A.B. 
degree in education, my father announced emphatically, 

“Edie, it’s time for us to find another house!” 

Of course, it had to be one in San Bruno! It would be 
a smaller house with a garden, a one-level house with no 
stairs to climb. It had to be fairly new and well kept. Dad 
had hoped to find one on the west side of El Camino, 
possibly by Crystal Springs Road, one that would be in an 
area more valuable. My mother was impressed by one 
within walking distance to “uptown”. It was closer to her 
mother, Annie Schmidt, who was still on San Mateo Ave. 

The market was closed years ago, now renting out space to 
a dry-cleaning business. Upstairs she rented space to a 
young doctor, Dr. Werner Glaser, who left Germany earlier because of threats of war. 

The house Edith liked was close to the #40 
street car line, originating at Mission Street in San 
Francisco and traveling south as far as San Mateo. 
Since she was no longer driving, this area of San 
Bruno had many benefits for her. She found out 
that builder-owner had lived there only a few years. 
There were also several empty lots on the street that 
the folks could invest in, and this suited my Dad 
















very much. So he was happy to exclaim, “No more heavy housework, no more stairs to 
climb, and no more boarders to look after!” He was ready to sell his engraving business, as 
well, and enjoy some ease at home with his wife who had been working very hard in recent 
years! 


Thus the little house at 135 Georgia Ave. became theirs in 1944, and they remained 
there for many years, still enjoying old San Bruno friends and making new friends in their 
neighborhood. They made frequent flights to Honolulu to visit my brother who established 
a graphic arts business there for many years. 

Dad bowled frequently in a senior league with fellows much younger than he. His 
highest score was 289, making an exciting night for him at the bowling alley! After his 
death in 1979, my mother kept busy in her garden with beautiful fuchsia baskets. She 
walked uptown, hoping to recognize someone from the “old” days, and going by way of the 
bus to the senior center for lunch and bingo. My son and I donated a beautiful photo of a 
California poppy to the senior center in her memory and appreciation of all the attention she 
was given in her final years. 

My parents enjoyed their three grandchildren, Julie, Charlie, and Helen who were 
raised in Redlands, California. We visited back and forth through the years. They had the 
privilege of knowing that their grandchildren completed college - two successful teachers 
and a professional photographer. Three great-grandchildren, Julie Anne, Gregory, and 
Annelise became a speech pathologist, a lawyer, and a prospective entomologist. 


All of them know and appreciate their California history, but especially enjoy their 
heritage of early San Bruno. 


“Happy 2014 CentenniaC, 
San (Brunol ” 

From (Bernice Coo^(Rp6erts, 
Author 






